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Royal Air Force
WHEN I went back to Paris, it being quite
impossible to rejoin the British G.H.Q.,
it was proposed that I should go for the
time being to an R.A.F. depot. To start with I went
to see a fighter squadron which was at that time in
Champagne. It was an illustrous squadron, with
more than a hundred victories to its credit. The air-
field was an air-field no longer; the machines were
dispersed over a motley of plots. These were the
Hurricanes, those beautiful dragon-flies, incredibly
swift, invincible. The mechanics were working
under a sun so strong that most of them had stripped
to the waist. On the outskirts of a wood, the pilots
were awaiting orders* One of them, a slender, fair-
haired boy of nineteen, with eyes of forget-me-not
blue, recognized and stopped me.
'Surely you  came  to  the  training-school  in
England about four months ago... /
'You're quite right. And here you are in the thick
of things?'
'Yes, I was lucky.   I joined the squadron on
the 8th May, and two days after that the  war
started-----'
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